The Random Jottings of Donald Jay from Nelson in Pendle. 
Lancashire Witches There journey to America. 


In the heart of Lancashire, where mist-cloaked hills rolled into the horizon and ancient woods 
whispered secrets, the tale of the Lancashire witches took an unexpected turn — a turn that would 
shroud their story in even more mystery. 

As the accused witches awaited their fates, a plan was quietly set into motion. Friends and 
relatives, bound by love and loyalty, conspired to save them from the gallows. Whispers of this 
plan slithered through the village like shadows at dusk, spreading from ear to ear, and kindling 
the spark of hope in the hearts of those who believed in the accused women's innocence. 

The fateful night arrived, a mid-August eve swathed in a thick fog that veiled the landscape in 
an otherworldly shroud. The ship, a vessel of refuge, lay anchored off the Lancashire coast, its 
masts stretching into the heavens like reaching fingers. The waves whispered secrets, and the 
wind carried the promise of freedom. 

In the heart of Pendle village, the women gathered in secret. Their faces were veiled, their 
identities obscured by cloaks and darkness. Old Demdike and Chattox, once feared and shunned, 
now looked like any other villagers seeking escape from the clutches of a society gripped by 
fear. Anne Redferne, Alice Nutter, Katherine Hewitt, and the others stood beside them, their 
eyes gleaming with a mixture of hope and trepidation. 

Their friends and relatives, loyal allies in this clandestine endeavor, led them through the fog- 
shrouded paths toward the waiting ship. The villagers moved like ghosts, their footsteps muffled 
by the damp earth, their breath mingling with the mist. In their eyes, determination outshone the 
fear that had once held them captive. 

As they reached the shore, the ship's crew — a group of kindred spirits who believed in their 
cause — welcomed them with open arms. Their identities remained a secret, and the villagers 
knew better than to pry. It was an unspoken understanding that they were united by a shared 
goal: to give the accused witches a chance at a new life, a life untouched by the shadows of their 
past. 

With a mixture of tears and smiles, the accused witches bid their homeland farewell. The ship 
set sail, its sails billowing like the dreams they had woven for themselves. As Lancashire's misty 
shores receded into the distance, the accused witches watched with a mixture of sorrow and 
hope. They were leaving behind a history stained with false accusations and unyielding 
prejudice, and sailing toward an uncertain future. 

In the midst of the Atlantic's vast expanse, they cast aside their old names like shackles and 
embraced new identities — names that whispered of rebirth and resilience. The accused witches 
became pioneers of a different kind, charting a course toward the untamed lands of the Americas, 
where they hoped to weave new stories, untainted by the echoes of their past. 

And so, the Lancashire witches disappeared into the annals of history, leaving behind a legacy 
of unanswered questions and whispered tales. Their escape from the clutches of their accusers 
added another layer of mystique to their story — a tale of courage, unity, and the eternal struggle 
for freedom from the chains of prejudice. 

The foggy mid-August night of 1612 remained etched in the memories of those who believed in 
the witches' innocence, a night when the Lancashire coast bore witness to an escape that defied 
the odds. And though history may never unveil the full truth of their fate, the Lancashire 
witches’ story endured as a testament to the power of hope, friendship, and the unyielding 
human spirit. 

By Donald Jay 


